

THE REMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
About sunrise after this first night's march we found
ourselves in a deep gorge between precipitous ledges, near a
place called Frankenstein, where we took a defensive posi-
tion across the road to Neustadt. A cold morning brings, under
such circumstances, a feeling of truly unromantic sober-mind-
edness with it, and I then learned that a hot cup of coffee., ever
so thin, and a piece of dry bread, belong to the great benefac-
tions of life. The Prussians, however, did not press us, and
we remained undisturbed in our bivouac near Frankenstein
during the entire day. On the 15th and 16th of June the
troops of the Palatinate were drawn together near Neustadt-
an-der-Hardt,

In this rich country the population of the villages mani-
fested their friendly sentiments toward us by putting large
pails filled with wine in the doors of their houses, so
that the passing troops might refresh themselves. There I
saw for the first time the leader of a considerable corps,
Colonel Blenker, who twelve years later, during the Civil
War in the United States, attracted much attention as a bri-
gade commander. He was an excellent horseman, and as he ap-
peared splendidly accoutered at the head of his staff, he pre-
sented a stately and imposing figure. The spectacle of several
well-armed battalions revived, to some extent, the courage of
our troops, which had been somewhat dampened by the retreat,
and here and there arose the cry that now the confounded
Prussians might come on; but the retreat was continued and
the Palatinate abandoned without the striking of a blow.
About the 19th of June, 1849, some seven or eight thousand
strong, we crossed the Rhine into Baden territory and marched
toward Karlsruhe, the capital of the grand duchy.

Our entry into that neat little city created among the in-
habitants a sensation which was by no means flattering to the
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